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past our ears and ripped the haversacks on our backs, we worked
our way along down the furrows as rapidly as possible, clawing
at the earth as we travelled on our stomachs.

At twelve noon the ist Queen's began to come into line from
the direction of Meteren, but had no information whatever, and
I disposed Captain Avery's Company in the line while my
Adjutant took that of Captain Carpenter.

With Avery I stormed the windmill which had fallen into the
German hands and we recaptured it in a hand-to-hand fight
with German storm troops.

The equipment for my Signallers was with the transport, but
I put two men into the top of the windmill with handkerchiefs
tied to sticks, so that from its eminence they could watch the
moves of the enemy. One of these men was Corporal Noble tt,
who looked like his name, a great hulking fellow from the York-
shire moors. He remained in the mill-top for three days until
long after it had fallen again into German hands, and finally
escaped back to our lines, after the mill had been blown down
by our own artillery fire, attired in the uniform of a German
soldier.

By two o'clock the left flank of the Queen's had been turned,
the troops who were supposed to be in position, those stragglers
whom I had collected, having dwindled away. I could see
large bodies of the enemy concentrating about fifteen hundred
yards south-east of Meteren and in the woods by Oostersteene.
As they debouched we wracked them with machine-gun fire,
and could observe enormous losses inflicted on them.

I finally collected a party consisting of at least twenty different
Units under a Cyclists' Officer and disposed them to give local
protection to my guns especially on my left flank towards BailleuL
Troops of every formation now began to dwindle into the line,
rashed up in motor lorries from the Headquarters of the gth
Corps. Cooks, batmen, pioneers, even what seemed like a platoon
of Town Majors under an Area Commandant.

By nightfall, the line though extremely thin was continuous
and held.

I entered a farmyard in the village of Merris and found a
foaming hoarse accoutred in the yard. I was held in conversation
by'the farmer, who alleged the horse to be his own. On leaving
the house the horse was gone, no doubt that of one of an enemy
patrol,

My good friend, Driver Sharpies, had made journey after